
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



NIGHT OFF GALLIPOLI 

(FIVE SPIEIT SONGS) 

BY WILLIAM ALEXANDER PERCY 



A delirious voice : 

Sweeter than sleep and the dream of death 
To float on the flow of the tempest's breath — 
A leaf in the lift of the air's caresses, 
A bloom in the sway of the sea's brown tresses. 
A bird that the hawk of the storm possesses ! 
Death, thou art best, 
Being rest. 

II 

Voice of a youthful Turk: 

If only up the straits the tempest flew, 
Up the blue waters, past the perilous spray 
To where the clustered cypresses are blue 
Above pale stairs that touch the lisping bay, 
I should not care, I should not greatly care — 
If only up the straits the tempest flew ! 

If only up the straits my spirit flew 
As once I flew when sails were all my wings, 
To that deep garden where the moon is blue 
And sea-sounds soften close-lipped whisperings, 
I should not eare, I should not greatly care — 
If only up the straits my spirit flew ! 

Death could not keep me from the arms of you, 
But I should die again upon your mouth 
While all the swaying garden changed from blue 
To red, and softer grew your bosom's south. 
I should not care, I should not greatly care, 
Dying again upon the mouth of you ! 
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III 
A poet's voice: 

I knew the stars would come, 

Brighter than English stars 
And purer than the stars of battle ! 

They shine on Thessaly, 

On the pale Argive plain, 
And leave a lovelier light on Lesbos. 

Grecian stars, how oft 

At home, in the grey sea, 
I longed to know the lands ye guard ! 

Now death, propitious, speeds 

My soul on those dark tides 
Whose foam ye lit when Helen fled. 

Blow, wind of Tauris, blow! 

This is the sea that heard 
The Lesbian's cry, and further south 

The shining song of him 

Whose heart was washed with tears. 
southward-blowing wind, blow on ! 

IV 
Voice of a Breton Fisherman: 

Douarnenez ! Douarnenez ! 
O little town on the fishing bay ! 
southern sea, too soft, too blue, 

Let me thro'! let me thro'! 
Till the green and the cold of the western sea 

And the lonely cliffs of Brittany 
And home, my home, Douarnenez, 
Break on mine eyes with the breaking day! 



A host of spirits: 

We fought and saw the stars and fell. 
To fight and win were better; 
To fight and fall is well. 

Perhaps a god directed so 
We should be overcome ; 
Perhaps; we may not know. 
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"We knew the trumpet call of life ; 
We knew the call was not 
To victory, but strife. 

And if, indeed, no god there be 
That hung the stars we saw, 
Yet we who fought, yea, we 

Who died, out on the bloody sod, 
We know beyond all doubt 
In us there was a god. 

Strong Spirit, who hast wrought 
A fighting world for men, 
Take us; like men we fought. 



FOR THEM THAT DIED IN BATTLE 
(1914-1916) 

How blossomy must be the halls of death 

Against the coming of the newly dead! 

How sweet with woven garlands gathered 

From pastures where the pacing stars take breath ! 

And with what tender haste, each with his wreath 

Of welcome, must the elder dead return 

To greet about the doors with dear concern 

These much-loved, proud-eyed farers from beneath. 

For these that come, come not forspent with years, 

Nor bowed with dragging pain, nor weak with tears ; 

They mount superbly through the gold-flecked air, 

The light of immolation in their eyes, 

The green of youth eternal in their hair, 

And Honor's music on them like sunrise. 

William Alexander Percy. 



